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SERMON. 


Psalm  xlvi.  1.  —  "  God  is  our  refuge  and  strength,  a  very  present  help  in 

TROUBLE." 

The  author  of  this  beautiful  psalm  spake  from  the  depths  of  a 
rich  and  living  experience.  This  is  no  hyperbole,  no  extrava- 
gant utterance  of  an  enthusiast ;  but  the  expression  of  a  fervid, 
habitual  faith,  —  the  utterance  of  a  soul-  that  was  resting  on  the 
eternal  Rock,  consciously  secure  in  the  protection  of  almighty 
power  and  love. 

He  had  known  the  bitter  days  of  adversity.  At  different  peri- 
ods of  his  life,  he  had  drank  to  the  dregs  the  cup  of  sorrow; 
but  by  divine  grace  he  had  been  led  to  the  great  Fountain  of  con- 
solation. He  had  lifted  up  his  eyes  to  the  everlasting  hills,  and 
found  help  in  his  time  of  need.  He  had  cried  unto  the  Lord 
out  of  the  depths ;  and  the  Lord  heard  his  voice,  and  reached  forth 
his  helping  hand.  He  had  experienced  the  most  precious  tokens 
of  his  loving-kindness  and  tender  mercy. 

We  propose  now  to  develop  the  meaning  of  these  words,  as  appli- 
cable to  all  true  believers,  or  to  answer  the  inquiry,  in  what  re- 
spects God  is  the  refuge  of  his  people,  or  how  he  reveals  himself  to 
them  as  their  very  present  help  in  trouble. 

To  this  inquiry  we  may  reply,  in  general,  that  God  reveals 
himself  to  his  children  by  the  operation  of  his  spirit  upon  their 
hearts,  assuring  them  of  his  love  to  them,  and  kindling  in  their 
souls  the  flame  of  love  toward  him ;  so  that,  with  the  spirit  of 
adoption,  they  can  look  up  to  him  as  their  Father. 

In  the  first  place,  God  reveals  himself  to  his  people  as  their  pre" 
sent  help  in  trouble  by  assuring  them  of  his  paternal  love  and  care 
toward  them. 


And  this  is  by  the  indwelling  of  the  Holy  Spirit,  —  the  Com- 
forter, the  great  revealer  of  God  to  the  inner  life  of  man.  He  takes 
of  the  things  of  God,  and  shows  them  to  the  believer  ;  giving  him 
not  only  an  intellectual  understanding  of  his  being  and  attributes, 
his  natural  and  moral  government,  but  a  spiritual  and  heartfelt 
knowledge  of  God,  —  the  witness  in  their  souls  that  he  is  theirs, 
and  they  are  his.  He  thus  inspires  them  with  that  confidence 
toward  God,  that  perfect  trust  and  composure,  and  sense  of  secu- 
rity under  his  government,  which  raises  them  above  all  the  evils 
of  this  life. 

This  is  a  confidence  and  repose  of  soul  in  the  wisdom,  power, 
and  goodness  of  the  Deity,  superior  to  all  the  deductions  of  rea- 
son. It  is  the  work  of  divine  grace  in  the  heart,  bringing  it 
into  fellowship  with  God,  and  resignation  to  his  will  ,•  making  his 
being,  his  providence,  his  government,  his  constant  presence,  glo- 
rious realities.  It  is  to  the  true  believer  a  most  joyful  fact  that 
God  reigns,  —  that  his  dominion  and  providence  extend  over  all. 
Take  from  the  Christian  his  assured  belief  of  this,  and  you  take 
away  all  his  consolation.  You  leave  him  a  poor  orphan,  with  no 
arm  to  help  and  no  eye  to  pity.  It  is  only  when  he  can  look 
away  from  earth,  away  from  all  his  sins  and  sorrows,  to  a  merci- 
ful and  almighty  Father  above,  that  he  finds 

"  A  sovereign  balm  for  every  wound, 
A  cordial  for  his  fears." 

Let  him  feel  that  he  has  a  Father  in  heaven,  whose  heart  is  moved 
with  compassion  toward  him ;  who  owns  him  as  one  of  his  be- 
loved children,  and  invites  him  to  cast  all  his  heart-burdens  at 
his  feet,  —  let  him  not  doubt  this,  and  he  has  an  unfailing  source 
of  comfort  and  joy.  He  can  say  as  triumphantly  as  did  the 
psalmist,  "  God  is  my  refuge  and  strength  ;  a  very  present  help  in 
trouble." 

God  reveals  himself  to  his  people  as  their  refuge  and  strength  by 
inspiring  them  with  the  filial  spirit,  and  drawing  their  supreme  af- 
fections toward  himself  as  their  central  object  of  love. 

When  God  is  revealed  to  the  hearts  of  believers  as  the  foun- 
tain and  essence  of  all  good  ;  when  they  can  trust  in  him  as  their 
benignant  Father ;  when  they  feel  that  all  their  hopes  and  joys 


are  centred  in  him,  —  then  they  have  indeed  a  very  present  help 
in  trouble.  Then  they  can  say  in  truth,  "  We  will  not  fear, 
though  the  earth  be  removed ;  though  the  mountains  be  carried 
into  the  midst  of  the  sea ;  though  the  waters  thereof  roar  and  be 
troubled ;  though  the  mountains  shake  with  the  swelling  thereof." 
Though  all  other  loved  objects  be  torn  from  them,  their  dearest, 
best  beloved,  still  remains,  and  will  for  ever  be  theirs.  The  love 
of  God  shed  abroad  in  their  hearts  by  the  Holy  Ghost  is  able  to 
keep  their  souls  in  perfect  peace.  Disappointment,  calamity,  loss- 
es, afflictions,  may  come,  and  roll  their  waves  of  sorrow  over 
them ;  but  no  earthly  trials  can  ever  rob  the  child  of  God  of  his 
heart's  treasure  and  portion.  He  can  never  have  occasion  to  say, 
like  one  of  old,  "  Ye  have  taken  away  my  gods,  and  what  have 
I  more  ? "  But  in  adversity's  gloomiest  hour,  and  sorrow's  hea- 
viest night,  he  can  say,  — 

"  In  darkest  shades,  if  thou  appear, 
My  dawning  is  begun  ; 
Thou  art  my  soul's  bright  morning  star, 
And  thou  my  rising  sun." 

Thirdly,  God  reveals  himself  to  his  children  as  their  very  present 
help  in  trouble  by  inspiring  them  with  faith  in  his  promises. 

He  has  given  unto  us  many  exceeding  great  and  precious  promi- 
ses, which  are  sufficient,  if  appropriated  by  faith,  to  sustain  us 
under  the  severest  trials,  —  to  give  the  oil  of  joy  for  mourning, 
and  the  garment  of  praise  for  the  spirit  of  heaviness.  But  to 
take  hold  of  these  promises,  to  feel  that  they  are  ours,  to  grasp 
them  with  a  vigorous  faith,  is  more  than  we  can  do,  without  the 
grace  of  God.  In  times  of  prosperity,  when  we  are  in  the  full 
possession  and  enjoyment  of  our  worldly  pleasures,  we  may  think 
that  we  have  faith  in  the  promises  of  God,  and  that  we  derive 
much  consolation  from  them.  But  our  faith  may  be  far  less  than 
we  supposed.  It  has  not  been  brought  to  the  test.  So  little  are  we 
acquainted  with  our  own  hearts,  that  we  may  suppose  our  chief 
happiness  to  be  derived  from  religion,  while  we  are,  in  fact,  lean- 
ing upon  earth,  and  idolizing  our  earthly  enjoyments.  But 
when  our  faith  is  brought  to  the  test,  when  adversity  and  be- 
reavement deprive  us  of  some  of  our  most  cherished  hopes  and 
dearest  comforts,  and  we  have  nothing  but  religion  left  to  sustain 
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us,  then  we  learn  where  our  treasure  is.  Then  we  see  how  strong 
or  how  weak  our  faith  is.  Then  our  Father  in  heaven  leads  us 
to  see  where  all  our  strength  lies.  Then,  by  his  special  grace, 
he  leads  his  people  in  filial  trust  and  dependence  to  himself,  and 
his  promises  are  more  precious  to  them  than  ever  before.  Then 
he  reveals  himself  to  them  as  the  God  of  the  covenant,  —  ever 
faithful,  ever  true.  Then,  in  language  of  paternal  love,  he 
speaks  to  their  hearts  the  blessed  words  of  peace ;  assuring  them 
that  he  is  their  refuge  and  strength,  a  very  present  help  in  trou- 
ble. He  establishes  in  their  minds  the  fact  of  his  universal  pro- 
vidence, and  his  special  care  over  his  children.  He  assures  them 
that  whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  chasteneth,  and  that  all  things 
shall  work  together  for  good  to  them  that  love  him. 

"  When  through  the  deep  waters  he  calls  them  to  go, 
The  rivers  of  sorrow  shall  ne'er  overflow ; 
His  presence  shall  guide  them,  his  mercy  shall  bless 
And  sanctify  to  them  their  deepest  distress." 

Thus  God  leads  his  children  to  the  stronghold  of  his  pro- 
mises, where  they  find  rest  to  their  troubled  hearts.  Thus  he 
lifts  them  above  the  darkness  and  gloom  that  surround  them  ;  not 
by  causing  them  to  forget  his  chastisements,  not  by  diverting  the 
mind  with  worldly  cares  and  pleasures,  but  by  revealing  to  their 
faith  his  divine  consolations. 

And,  fourthly,  God  becomes  the  refuge  of  his  people  by  revealing 
to  them  the  glory  that  lies  within  the  veil. 

We  are  all  looking  forward  to  a  better  life.  However  we  may 
immerse  ourselves  in  the  cares  and  follies  of  this  present  world, 
none  of  us  are  satisfied  that  this  should  be  our  only  portion. 
However  strongly  we  may  cling  to  our  idols,  we  know  that  ere 
long  we  must  leave  them  all,  or  they  be  torn  from  us.  We 
therefore  cannot  be  content  with  our  earthly  lot,  however  enviable 
it  may  be.  We  all  desire  and  hope  to  attain  an  inheritance  more 
blessed  and  enduring  in  another  life.  That  life  and  that  more 
blessed  inheritance  are  revealed  to  us.  We  are  assured  that  there 
remaineth  a  rest  for  the  people  of  God ;  that  there  are  mansions 
prepared  for  them  in  their  Father's  house;  that  joys  are  in  store 
for  them  there,  such  as  eye  hath  not  seen,  nor  ear  heard,  neither 
have  entered  into  the  heart  of  man. 


To  the  men  of  this  world  this  is  an  unwelcome  theme.  Al 
glorious  and  full  of  consolation  as  it  is,  they  do  not  love  to  dwell 
upon  it.  And  even  the  professed  children  of  God,  who  are 
hoping  and  praying  for  that  everlasting  life,  view  it  too  often  as  a 
dim  and  shadowy  vision,  rather  than  a  near  and  blessed  reality. 
How  little  do  they  contemplate  their  bright  inheritance  beyond 
the  tomb !  How  few  and  feeble  are  their  aspirations  for  the 
purity  and  bliss  of  heaven ! 

And  this  is,  doubtless,  one  cause  of  that  twilight  shade,  or  that 
denser  darkness,  that  often  overshadows  the  Christian's  path.  He 
has  at  times  a  strong  desire  to  be  free  from  sin,  to  be  pure  even 
as  Christ  is  pure ;  but  he  has  not  faith  to  look  within  the  veil, 
and  realize  the  things  that  are  unseen  and  eternal.  He  cannot 
grasp  them  and  rejoice  in  them,  as  if  assured  that  they  were  all 
his  own.  He  does  not  read  his  title  clear  to  mansions  in  the 
skies. 

But  in  times  of  trouble,  when  this  world  grows  many  a  shade 
darker,  when  some  bright  star  of  joy  has  suddenly  disappeared 
from  his  sky,  some  dear  fountain  of  love  is  for  ever  sealed  up, 
then,  in  the  heart's  loneliness  and  utter  desolation,  God  comes  to 
his  people  with  his  richest  consolations.  He  opens  heaven  to 
them.  He  helps  them  to  climb  the  Pisgah  heights  of  faith,  and 
look  off  on  the  fair  fields  and  delectable  mountains  of  paradise. 
When  faith  finds  no  rest  on  earth  for  the  sole  of  her  foot,  she  will 
spread  her  wings  for  heaven.     When  the  Christian  feels  that  — 

"  The  world  can  never  give 
The  bliss  for  which  we  sigh," 

he  will  turn  his  eye  upward,  and  set  his  affections   on  things 
above. 

But  it  is  only  by  the  grace  of  God  that  he  is  enabled  to  do  so. 
The  things  of  the  spirit  are  spiritually  discerned.  They  lie 
above  the  reach  of  philosophy.  God  only,  who  revealed  them  to 
our  reason,  can  open  them  to  our  heart.  He  can  dispel  the  dark- 
ness that  obscures  our  spiritual  sight,  and  give  us  such  views  of 
heaven,  such  a  realization  of  the  things  that  lie  within  the  veil, 
as  to  fill  our  hearts  with  joy  unspeakable,  and  full  of  glory. 
There  are  times  when  the  children  of  God  are  thus  lifted  above 


their  trials,  and  made  even  to  glory  in  tribulations,  by  the  view 
of  that  better  life,  the  confident  expectation  of  that  everlasting 
rest.  If  we  have  the  evidence  that  the  friends  we  have  lost  have 
fallen  asleep  in  Jesus,  we  are  enabled  by  faith  to  realize  and  re- 
joice in  the  assurance  that  being  absent  from  the  body  they  are 
present  with  the  Lord,  that  though  lost  to  us  they  are  gained  to 
heaven.  Though  we  no  more  can  behold  their  faces,  or  listen 
to  their  well-remembered  tones,  they  still  live  and  look  upon 
brighter  glories,  and  join  in  more  rapturous  music  than  earth  has 
ever  known.  And  we  can  look  forward  to  the  time  when  we 
can  go  to  our  beloved,  when  we  shall  meet  them  on  the  shores  of 
the  blessed,  to  part  no  more  for  ever.  We  can  rejoice  in  antici- 
pation of  that  hour  that  shall  release  us  from  this  prison  of  our 
clay,  and  waft  us  home  to  those  blissful  mansions  where  we  shall 
unite  our  voices  with  theirs  in  the  everlasting  chorus  of  the  re- 
deemed. Thus,  by  opening  to  our  faith  the  things  within  the 
veil,  and  inspiring  us  with  the  hopes  of  that  better  life,  God  be- 
comes our  refuge  and  strength,  a  very  present  help  in  trouble. 

The  sentiment  of  the  text  finds  a  response  in  every  Christian 
heart.  In  the  history  of  all  true  believers,  there  are  seasons 
when  they  can  say  in  sincerity  and  truth,  "  God  is  my  refuge  and 
strength."  But  there  are  some  whose  uniform  piety  and  habitual 
communion  with  God  makes  this  sentiment  as  familiar  and  as 
permanent  as  any  of  our  natural  affections.  Not  the  tenderness 
which  the  parent  feels  toward  his  child  is  more  constant,  more 
spontaneous,  than  is  this  feeling  of  filial  trust  toward  God  with 
those  who  daily  walk  with  him. 

That  aged  mother  in  Israel  who  has  just  fallen  asleep,  and 
whose  mortal  dust  was  but  yesterday  committed  to  the  tomb,  was 
a  Christian  of  this  stamp.  There  was  no  trait  in  her  character 
more  conspicuous  than  that  of  child-like  trust  in  God.  I  am  not 
in  the  habit  of  eulogizing  the  dead,  or  of  holding  up  their  charac- 
ters as  models  for  the  living.  But  there  are  times  when  it  seems 
proper  to  speak  of  the  departed  as  monuments  of  the  grace  of 
God,  and  of  the  power  and  excellence  of  the  gospel.  And  I 
would  do  this  not  for  the  purpose  of  honoring  a  fellow-mortal, 
but  to  honor  Christ,  and  illustrate  that  blessed  religion  that  came 
down  from  heaven  ;    that  religion  that  can  raise  up  fallen  man  to 
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newness  of  life ;  that  can  cheer  and  sustain  him  in  his  pilgrimage, 
and  give  him  perfect  peace  and  triumphant  hope  in  the  hour  of 
death.  For  this  purpose,  I  would  now  refer  briefly  to  the  religious 
experience  and  character  of  our  aged  friend. 

Mrs.  Cushman,  at  her  death,  had  been  a  professor  of  religion 
about  sixty-five  years.  Early  in  life  she  was  left  a  widow  with 
two  orphan  children.  Her  mind  was  led  about  that  time  to  deep 
and  earnest  reflection  on  her  relations  to  God  and  another  life. 
She  was  deeply  impressed  with  her  sinfulness,  and  the  necessity 
of  a  change  of  heart.  It  seemed  to  her,  to  use  her  own  words, 
that  she  was  the  greatest  sinner  in  the  world.  She  was  so  situ- 
ated that  she  had  no  one  to  instruct  or  guide  her  to  the  Saviour. 
Nor  were  there  any  about  her  who  could  sympathize  in  her 
religious  feelings.  Thus  for  months  she  went  mourning  and 
groping  in  darkness.  But,  while  she  continued  in  prayer  and  in 
searching  the  scriptures,  the  Saviour  revealed  himself  to  her  in 
all  his  glory.  He  appeared  to  her  an  almighty,  all-merciful,  all- 
glorious  Redeemer,  perfectly  adapted  to  her  wants  as  a  sinner  ; 
and  she  embraced  him,  and  rejoiced  in  him,  with  joy  unspeakable, 
as  her  refuge  and  strength,  her  very  present  help  in  trouble. 
This  discovery  of  Christ  as  a  perfect  Saviour  was  like  the  sun 
breaking  forth  upon  midnight  darkness.  It  filled  her  soul  with 
perfect  peace.  All  nature  around  her  seemed  to  be  full  of  the 
praises  of  redeeming  love.  To  use  her  own  words,  "  The  little 
plants  around  her  house  seemed  to  lift  up  their  tiny  hands  in 
praise,  or  to  bow  their  drooping  heads  in  solemn  awe." 

From  that  time,  the  name  of  Jesus  has  been  to  her  above  every 
name ;  and  it  has  been  the  ruling  purpose  of  her  soul  to  live  for 
his  glory. 

At  that  time  her  pastor,  whom  she  highly  esteemed,  did  not 
sympathize  with  her  in  her  views  of  Christ  and  the  way  of  salva- 
tion by  his  cross.  She  wanted  to  hear  more  of  her  Saviour,  and 
of  redeeming  love,  than  she  could  hear  from  his  pulpit.  She, 
therefore,  felt  it  her  duty  to  leave  her  pastor  and  best  friends  ; 
and,  in  opposition  to  their  remonstrances,  united  with  the  Con- 
gregational Church  at  Edgecomb,  where,  with  her  family,  she 
was  a  regular  attendant  on  public  worship  for  more  than  twenty 
years.  The  first  discourse  she  heard  there,  as  she  informed  me, 
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was  from  the  lips  of  Father  Sawyer,  who  was  then  in  the  prime 
of  life.  It  came  to  her  heart  like  healing  balm,  or  like  living 
water  to  a  thirsty  soul.  His  text  was,  "  Behold  the  Lamb  of 
God,  that  taketh  away  the  sin  of  the  world."  Much  of  that 
sermon  was  still  fresh  in  her  memory  after  a  lapse  of  more  than 
sixty  years. 

It  required'  no  little  courage  and  determination  to  go  three 
miles  by  water,  and  then  more  than  a  mile  farther  by  land,  over 
a  rough,  hilly  road,  month  after  month,  and  year  after  year,  to 
listen  to  the  preaching  of  the  gospel.  Few  women  of  the  pre- 
sent generation,  we  think,  would  have  had  the  courage  to  do  it. 
This  Mrs.  Cushman  did,  with  her  husband  and  children,  more 
than  twenty  consecutive  years,  and  often  in  the  storm  as  well  as 
in  the  sunshine.  Frequently,  when  the  church  at  Edgecomb  was 
without  a  pastor,  she,  with  her  family,  attended  church  at  Bath, 
and  sometimes  at  Boothbay  or  Georgetown  ;  going  and  returning 
the  same  day  by  water.  Nor  did  she  deem  it  a  hardship,  but  a 
pleasure,  to  make  such  sacrifices  to  hear  the  gospel  and  enjoy  the 
Christian  ordinances.  How  highly  must  she  have  prized  those 
ordinances ! 

In  the  year  1828,  as  many  present  remember,  there  was  a 
powerful  work  of  grace  in  Wiscasset,  which  spread  through  the 
whole  town,  and  pervaded  all  classes.  As  one  of  the  results  of 
that  revival,  the  Second  Congregational  Church  was  organized  in 
1829.  Of  this  church  Mrs.  Cushman  became  a  member,  by 
transferring  her  relation  from  the  church  in  Edgecomb.  Two  or 
three  years  after  this,  the  two  churches  were  united  under  the 
name  of  the  "  First  Congregational  Church  of  Wiscasset."  Of 
this  church  Mrs.  C.  continued  a  member  till  her  decease.  For 
many  years  she  was  a  constant  attendant,  not  only  at  the  sabbath 
services,  but  at  the  social  meetings  of  the  church,  though  her 
home  was  some  three  miles  distant.  Few,  I  have  been  told,  were 
more  regularly  at  the  meetings  than  herself. 

The  deceased  was  called,  at  different  periods  of  her  life,  to  pass 
through  scenes  of  severe  trial  and  affliction ;  and  she  found  her 
religion  at  such  times  an  unfailing  source  of  consolation.  God 
was  her  very  present  help  in  trouble. 

One  incident  may  illustrate  the  strength  of  her  faith.     Some 
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twenty*five  or  thirty  years  ago,  an  epidemic  entered  her  family, 
which  proved  fatal  to  a  son  about  twenty  years  of  age.  That  son 
was  not  a  professor  of  religion,  and  gave  no  evidence  of  a  change 
of  heart.  While  he  lay  upon  that  sick  bed,  and  there  was  little 
hope  of  his  recovery,  she  bore  him  in  the  arms  of  her  maternal 
love  and  Christian  faith  to  the  mercy  seat ;  and  there,  with  the 
strong  wrestling  and  agony  of  prayer,  she  commended  him  to  the 
God  of  the  covenant ;  and  there  she  gained  in  her  soul  the 
assurance  that  her  prayer  was  heard,  and  that  the  soul  of  her 
child  was  safe.  She  felt  that,  like  the  patriarch,  she  had  wrestled 
with  God  and  prevailed.  And  never  since  that  time  has  she 
doubted  that  her  request  was  granted.  As  she  followed  the 
remains  of  that  son  to  the  grave,  while  another  son  (ftev. 
Daniel  Cushman,  of  Warren)  lay  dangerously  sick  in  the  house, 
her  heart  was  filled  with  holy  joy  and  praise. 

Much  of  what  I  have  now  related  I  heard  from  her  lips,  as 
she  lay  upon  her  death-bed.  With  a  feeble  and  faltering  voice 
she  rehearsed  the  goodness  of  God  to  her  in  the  past,  and  ex- 
pressed the  most  unwavering  faith  that  all  would  be  well  with 
her  for  ever. 

Those  who  visited  her  during  her  last  illness  (which  was  of 
very  short  duration)  felt  that  it  was  good  to  be  there.  We  could 
but  call  to  mind  those  familiar  lines  of  Young :  — 

"  The  chamber  where  the  good  man  meets  his  fate 
Is  privileged  beyond  the  common  walks 
Of  virtuous  life,  quite  in  the  verge  of  heaven." 

There  were  no  raptures,  no  expressions  of  triumphant  faith  ;  but 
there  was  perfect  love,  perfect  trust,  perfect  peace.  She  had 
committed  her  all,  long  years  ago,  into  the  hands  of  her  heavenly 
Father ;  and  she  reposed  in  his  promises,  like  an  infant  nestling 
in  its  mother's  bosom,  without  a  fear  or  an  anxious  thought,  and 
with  no  wish  but  that  his  will  might  be  done. 

There  was  no  gloom  around  that  death-bed.  Tears  there  were, 
but  they  were  tears  of  love  and  holy  joy  ;  and  we  all  felt  that 
the  angels  were  hovering  near,  and  shedding  sweet  influences  on 
us  all.  The  sting  of  death  was  taken  away,  and  the  dying  saint 
was  only  waiting  for  those  heavenly  messengers  to  whisper,  — 
"  Sister  spirit,  come  away." 
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On  Tuesday,  when  she  thought  she  was  about  to  depart,  she 
called  her  children  around  her,  and  in  patriarchal  style,  with  the 
laying  on  of  hands,  gave  her  parting  blessing  to  each  one.  After 
this  she  left  a  message  for  the  church  as  follows  :  "  Tell  them," 
said  she,  "  whenever  they  would  undertake  anything  of  doubtful 
propriety,  to  stop  and  think.  Tell  them  to  honor  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ,  and  take  him  for  their  prophet,  priest,  and  king,"  —  a 
message  well  worthy  to  be  remembered. 

The  deceased  was  eighty-eight  years  of  age  the  very  day  of 
her  death.  A  few  days  previous  she  expressed  the  wish,  that,  if 
it  were  God's  will,  she  might  live  to  see  her  eighty-eighth  birth- 
day ;  and  that  wish  was  gratified.  At  5  o'clock  on  Thursday 
morning,  January  20,  the  spirit  that  fourscore  and  eight  years 
before  first  greeted  the  shores  of  being  ascended  to  God  that 
gave  it,  to  the  Saviour  that  redeemed  it  with  his  own  precious 
blood. 

This  veteran  servant  of  Christ  has  gone  to  her  rest.  Like  a 
shock  of  corn  fully  ripe,  she  is  gathered  to  her  fathers.  She 
has  ceased  from  her  labors,  and  her  works  do  follow  her.  Long 
will  her  memory  be  cherished  by  those  that  loved  and  honored 
her,  while  the  influence  of  her  godly  life  will  go  down  to  future 
generations.     The  memory  of  the  just  is  blessed. 

Mrs.  Cushman  was  a  Christian  of  the  old  Puritan  stamp.  Her 
religion  was  not  formalism ;  it  was  not  a  sabbath-day  religion,  or  a 
hot-bed  religion,  that  can  flourish  only  in  revivals.  It  moulded  and 
controlled  her  life  ;  it  entered  into  all  her  purposes  and  arrange- 
ments ;  it  governed  her  in  all  her  secular  affairs,  in  all  her  inter- 
course with  the  world.  It  was  a  remark  she  often  made  to  her 
children  and  others,  "  We  cannot  be  too  careful  not  to  dishonor 
the  blessed  Saviour."  That  name  to  her  was  above  every  name  ; 
and,  though  few  have  had  a  deeper  sense  of  their  own  unwor- 
thiness  and  deep  sinfulness,  she  could  never  doubt  her  attachment 
to  him,  her  love  for  his  character,  and  her  veneration  for  his 
doctrines. 

Providence  placed  her  in  a  position  where  she  must  act  as  a 
pioneer  in  the  cause  of  evangelical  religion.  In  the  early  part 
of  her  religious  life,  she  found  comparatively  few  to  sympathize 
with  her  views   and    feelings.     For  a  long  time    she    and  her 
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family  stood  comparatively  alone,  and  met  with  opposition  and 
reproach.  But  she  ran  with  patience  the  race  set  before  her. 
And  she  lived  to  see  the  consummation  of  some  of  her  brightest 
hopes ;  she  saw  a  great  change  come  over  the  religious  aspect  of 
the  community  where  she  lived ;  she  saw  the  cause  she  loved 
prospering,  and  the  doctrines  she  held  most  dear  taking  root  and 
rapidly  spreading  ;  she  saw  all  her  children,  as  she  had  reason  to 
believe,  gathered  into  the  Redeemer's  fold,  some  of  whom  —  with 
her  beloved  companion,  who,  but  few  years  since,  fell  asleep  in 
Jesus  —  she  has  already  met,  as  we  believe,  in  the  paradise  above. 
In  the  death  of  our  aged  friend,  there  is  little  cause  for  mourn- 
ing, but  much  for  rejoicing.  The  friends  that  loved  her  most 
have  most  occasion  for  joy  and  thanksgiving,  for  their  loss  is  her 
eternal  gain.  She  lived  till  earth  had  lost  its  charms,  and  heaven 
was  all  her  desire ;  and  then  the  kind  angels  came  and  wafted 
her  home.     Oh !  it  is  beautiful  thus  to  die. 

"  Life 's  labor  done,  as  sinks  the  clay, 
Light  from  its  load  the  spirit  flies  J 
While  heaven  and  earth  combine  to  say, 
'  How  blest  the  righteous  when  he  dies  ! ' " 

To  the  surviving  children,  it  is  hardly  necessary  that  I  should 
offer  a  word  of  consolation.  While  the  tenderest  feelings  of 
your  hearts  are  touched,  at  the  death  of  this  beloved  and  honored 
parent,  and  the  fountain  of  tears  is  opened,  they  flow  not  in 
grief  or  bitterness  of  soul.  There  is  nothing  dark  or  gloomy  or 
painful  to  you  in  this  bereavement.  It  seems  not  like  death,  but 
like  the  opening  of  a  gate,  or  the  folding  aside  of  a  curtain, 
through  which  that  mother  passed  into  glory.  Pleasant  and 
peaceful  and  holy  will  be  the  memories  of  that  mother  as  she 
was  in  life,  as  she  was  in  death.  Cherish  those  memories.  Let 
the  fragrance  of  her  piety  and  parental  faithfulness  go  with  you, 
and  shed  upon  you  its  hallowed  influences,  while  you  live.  Imi- 
tate her  so  far  as  she  imitated  Christ.  Cleave  to  the  doctrines 
she  loved,  and  the  Saviour  in  whom  she  trusted,  and  ere  long  you 
will  join  with  her,  and  with  all  the  ransomed  of  the  Lord,  in 
singing  the  songs  of  the  redeemed. 

In  her  departure   the   church   has  sustained  a  loss  j    if,  in 
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deed,  those  are  lost  to  the  church  militant  who  are  gained  to 
the  church  triumphant.  Are  not  both  one  family  in  Christ,  of 
which  he  is  the  head  and  elder  brother  ?  And  is  not  the  church 
on  earth  honored,  when  God  says  to  one  of  her  members,  "  Come 
up  higher  "  ?  "We  lose  their  presence,  their  sympathy,  their  ex- 
ample, their  prayers ;  but  we  lose  not  them.  They  still  belong 
to  us,  and  we  to  them.  Death  has  not  severed  the  bonds  that 
bound  them  to  the  church  below.  Such  bonds  endure  for  ever. 
Thus  God  has  more  than  once  honored  this  church  recently. 
Five  of  our  number,  as  we  hope  and  believe,  have  within  the 
last  six  months  joined  the  church  above  ;  three  of  them  in  a 
good  old  age,  and  all  of  them  leaving  behind  the  cheering  evi- 
dence that  they  fell  asleep  in  Jesus.  They  could  all  say  in  their 
passage  through  the  dark  valley,  "  I  will  fear  no  evil ;  for  thou 
art  with  me,  thy  rod  and  thy  staff  they  comfort  me."  God  was 
their  refuge  and  strength,  their  very  present  help  in  trouble. 
Others  are  lingering  on  the  banks  of  the  Jordan,  and  will  soon 
take  their  departure.  How  near  does  it  bring  heaven  to  us,  when 
we  think  of  those  who  but  yesterday  were  with  us  in  the  flesh, 
and  have  now  entered  within  the  veil ;  but  yesterday  fellow- 
pilgrims  in  this  vale  of  tears,  now  fellow-citizens  with  the  saints 
in  the  New  Jerusalem  ! 

Let  their  death  be  an  admonition  to  us  all  to  watch  and  pray, 
and  be  faithful  to  the  end ;  let  it  admonish  us  how  short  is  the 
time  allotted  us  for  the  doing  of  life's  great  work,  and  how 
solemn  the  duty  to  live,  while  we  live,  for  the  glory  of  Christ ; 
let  it  remind  us  that  we  are  all  pilgrims  and  strangers,  and  soon  we 
too,  if  we  are  Christ's,  will  be  called  to  our  heavenly  home.  Let 
us  live,  then,  as  pilgrims  ,•  using  this  world  as  not  abusing  it ; 
having  our  treasure  above,  and  our  hearts  there  also ;  doing  with 
our  might  what  our  Master  has  given  us  to  do ;  having  our 
lamps  trimmed  and  burning,  waiting  for  the  coming  of  our  Lord. 
Such,  my  brethren,  is  our  high  calling. 

"  Thus  can  we  best  proclaim  abroad 
The  honors  of  our  Saviour  God." 

Thus  can  we  best  adorn   our  profession,  and  fulfil  the  vows  we 
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have  taken.  Thus  only  can  we  walk  in  the  light  of  the  Christian 
hope,  and  pave  the  way  to  a  peaceful  death,  and  a  glorious 
immortality. 

We  have  occasion  for  gratitude  to  God,  that,  while  one  after 
another  of  our  number  is  gathered  home  to  heaven,  many  more 
are  coming  to  swell  our  ranks.  Many  who  a  few  months  since 
were  of  the  world  have  chosen  Christ  for  their  portion,  and  are 
now  numbered  with  the  people  of  God.  Let  us  praise  God  for 
this  manifestation  of  his  goodness  to  this  church ;  and  let  it  be 
our  fervent  prayer  that  he  will  pour  upon  us  still  more  abundantly 
the  blessings  of  his  grace  ;  that  our  numbers  and  graces  may  be 
increased,  and  that  this  our  Zion  may  arise  and  shine,  her  light 
having  come,  and  the  glory  of  the  Lord  having  arisen  upon  her. 
For  this  the  fathers  and  mothers  in  Israel  who  have  fallen  asleep 
have  prayed  and  hoped  and  waited. 

In  conclusion,  let  me  say  this  subject  has  an  application  to 
those  who  have  not  the  Christian  hope.  To  them  I  would  ad- 
dress those  words  of  solemn  admonition,  "  Seek  the  Lord  while 
he  may  be  found  ;  call  ye  upon  him  while  he  is  near  ;  that  he 
may  be  your  refuge  and  strength,  your  ever  present  help  in 
trouble."  How  weak,  how  defenceless  are  they  that  have  not 
God  for  their  refuge !  You  all  need,  dear  friends,  a  source  of 
strength  and  consolation  such  as  you  cannot  find  in  this  world. 
And  for  want  of  this  you  are  like  the  troubled  sea  that  cannot 
rest.  You  have  no  substantial  peace.  Your  worldly  delights 
are  but  bubbles  that  rise  and  burst  on  life's  changeful  stream. 
While  you  gaze  on  their  rainbow  hues,  they  vanish  for  ever.  Not 
so  with  the  pleasures  of  religion :  they  satisfy,  they  endure. 
Not  so  with  the  Christian  hope  :  it  is  an  anchor  to  the  soul,  sure 
and  steadfast ;  it  holds  the  soul  amidst  the  howling  tempest,  and 
the  surging  waves ;  it  is  the  same  serene,  steadfast,  unchanging, 
glorious  hope  in  the  sunshine  and  in  the  storm,  in  the  midnight 
shades  of  sorrow  and  the  bright  noontide  of  joy.  Have  you 
this  hope  ?  Can  you  say  to  God,  Thou  art  my  refuge  and 
strength  ?  No  ?  Then  do  you  not  desire  it  ?  Will  you  not 
seek  it  to-day  ?  The  time  is  not  distant  when  you  will  feel  your 
need  of  it,  if  you  do  not  now.     Death  is  on  your  track.     His 
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arrow  is  poised  in  the  bow.  With  unerring  precision,  it  will  find 
its  way  to  your  heart.  It  is  appointed  unto  all  men  once  to  die ; 
and  then  cometh  the  judgment.  Are  you  ready  ?  Remember,  all 
ye  who  are  out  of  Christ,  that  the  day  cometh,  it  draweth  near,  — 
that  inexorable  day,  that  cannot  be  put  off  or  escaped.  Then, 
oh  then  !  may  you  be  able  to  say  with  triumphant  faith,  "  God  is 
my  refuge  and  strength,  a  very  present  help  in  trouble  !  " 


